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What is it, Woman cannot do? 3 | 
She'll make a Stateſman quite forget his cunning, - —M 
- ” | * 
* | And truſt his deareſt ſecrets to her breaſt, ; | | — 3 
'J Where Fops have daily entrance: make a Prieſt, - "3-8 
. _ _ Forgetting the hypocriſy of 's office, | | 2 E- 
— Dance, and ſhew tricks, to prove his ſtrength, and brawn. | 5 | = 


Make a Projector quibble ; an old Judge rk | 
| Put on falſe hair and paint; and after all, 
- NG Tho? ſhe be known the lewdeſt of her Sex, paths 


| She'll make ſome Fool or other think ſhe's honeſt<———Orw av. 
” : or N , / . | 
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1 Printed for C. Mok ax, at the Shakeſpear's Head, Great Piazza, Covent: Garden. 
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19 5 „ : 
1 O as you've ſeen an awkward Country Clown, | 
Grin at the Wax-work, and the ſigns in Town, » 
With Siſter Mall, a buxom roſy laſs, 5 . L 
| Who came forſooth to ſee the Queen's fine Aſs 9 : VVV | 4 
Dr gape an hour, at finding out the Black pp 4 
Ip At Temple- Bar, that ſweats, and winds a Jack: | 1 
nn Or at a Monkey, Lord, Lord, John rung £59 67 
7 Ons % What wonderous things theſe people make for gold: 37 = 
1 Next ſee St. Paul's, Guildhall, the Bridge, and Tower, _ 
37s And wait till Gog and Magog dine at four: : Tt, + 
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T he Meuſe, Tall Woman, Palace, Charing Croſs, 
And the Life-guards-man ſtuck upon his horſe : . 
3 laſt the Abbey, where a gabling Cull, 1 N 
* | EReelates what air puffs i in his empty ſkull; 


He praiſes ev ry Buſt, and ev'ry grave, 

Ass Milton learned, and as Marlborough brave ; FE 
Tho! rom, the flood they Cowards liv'd, and. died, - 
et riches raiſe, what honour firſt denied : 


1 7 
. 


So gold to every Blockhead rears a buſt, 
ee Fame ſhould crown, the wi, the Brave, and Juſt. 


T Hus Ar d with ad G their falt repair, OE 
* . Make Father, Mother, and the Children ſtare, 3 : . 


o 


How that they aw the King, nay. ſaw him ſpeak, — 5 


And would have din d wi em but twas waſhing week; — 5 
So did 1 gaze at Love 8 Pantheon loſt, „ 5 8 
"4 6 Or fools in London at a a Cock-Lane Geh. ee ee 8 


F. OUR faces had the Fane, of Aifcrent dates, 
To each were five and twenty braſen gates, 
Open to both the poor, and regal call. 


=. - For love is general, and receiy'd at all. N +1 | 
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Here amorous Sons, who fell at Beauty's 8 Grin ne, 
Here female Honour, truly drawn divine: n 
| Here mighty Chiefs who fought in Virtue's cauſe, 
Here paſſions bluſh, that follies were their foes : 
Here horrid luſts fit trembling oer their rapes, 
Here injur d Virgins wear angelic ſhapes : : 

Here age, and avarice curſe their flinty laws, 
And Children weep | their Fathers were their foes; 
Here wanton age ſtoops ridicul d in brass, 


the lovely —_— 


Here Monks recluſe on living follies frown, 


While Impoteney Points 


And Nuns half dare to > meditate i in ſtone. 


Sor x breathe the futes—the melts FR unfold, 
Stupendous vault ! the roof of fretted —_ 
Rais d on an orient granit collonade, 

Where foliage twin d, and naked Cupids pay d; 
Two lovely forms the ſpacious entrance grace, 
And each a beauty of Idalian race ; 

High above all, and exquiſitely done, 


Appear'd th' amours of Venus, and her ſon : 
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| | | From th O ung to oceleſtial bliſa, ef} 2 She $3.45 £7: 


5 1 And as ſhe roſe the Waters clung to kei-, 


ia 1 5 What ſhe with wining ſemale ee Lidgite 8E 
0 3 vail, what none would een ec znoifitg 212 | 
N ; 5 Tun on a 3 d, with! every be Sek has : TY 
f WR e loll d, and with, her gay Adonis place 4 TN 5 
{ . In a ſoft attitude of love, and j joy, Fan 525 Sh glee WR 
. And fine the contraſt of the nut-brown Bo ; y 1 8 80 
| Their arms, and legs irregularly twine, co En Ki 1 6 
4 T Reiz looks declaring more han Jojs vine! n 
#07} 221101 214 £0 219119397 eino $1931 
__ Taz next the warmeſt conflict of her wars 
| 13 Where the dear Creature conquers ſturdy Mars, | 
; 27 - >. Then procuteſs ſnoring | all aſleep 3 Fg! t 5 : 1 
| | | The Blackſmith calls the Gods to have a peepz 1 6 
; Poor Venus blufh' d, who 1 1 dn t at the ſhock, 5 One 
1 Oatch d w ith a Min, YT 0 without s a mock: ed 
Wy. Per ds 22823 4277 00 2 11970 SWI 
Y | WII not our times as plain A. * afford, - > PRA yy 1 
F . A Goddeſs married toa vulgar Lord: as. ils vod 1811 
\ i : : What would you have the pretty creature . „ 
| A When married A * to a Beaſt like A 1 % 


404) 


Can you, if nothing's Good at home, my Lord, 
Blame a wiſe _ wen gets it cheap abroad? 


LADIES ſuppoſe you re guilty of the crime? 


| 0 love the Fai air, as Poets love their chime) 
In ſpite of all the panders you procure, 
Some will ſurpriſe i in the moſt ſecret hour : 


Night, and a Bagnio may conceal a while, 


But time, and day at laſt will tell the guile. 


David, that chaſte good man in days | of yore 
Uriah flew, and made his wife a whore: 
Heaven beheld th adult ry he had done, 


And made the crime as public as the Sun. 


A L1vinG woud not fave a Parſon's life, 


— . 


| When a lewd Lord - debauch'd a dear lov'd wife: 


A broken heart deſtroy d the holy man, 


He lives a knave, and ſhe an Harridan. 


| Ww HAT dire effects 1 he ſoereta rife, 


dee Scarborough ” curſes God, and madly gies, 


1 5 
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85 Lord H=, _ ＋ A remarkable occurrence in the reign « of George II. 


He 
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He told to Love, what woman could not hold, * 


So man's betray'd thro' vanity, or gold : | 
But what could prompt that Dutcheſs to relate 


A thing, which kill d her friend, and hurt the late? 


The Fair muſt own, and men with pity grieve, 
The Saligue maxim, 40 Woman's but a ſieve. 
Tis plain they kill, © But yet I can't define” 5 


How it's as eaſy as they uſe carmine ? 

'Tis hell, tis horror, it is all that's bad, 
And no excuſe if all the ſex are mad. 

God made a Devil, and portray d it Fair, Wh 


Then call di Woman to encreaſe our care. 


w Ho would believe this after years of love, 


As loving, cooing as a turtle Dove : : 
Nought was ſo good, ſo conſtant to his bed, 
But when he broke his leg, it turn d her head ; 


She could not bear to nurſe, fo ſtretch d her ſcope, 


And tugging broke the matrimonial rope: 


Pick'd Paddy up, well clad in all but cloaths, 


Who beat her huſband's goodneſs, by a noſe: | 


But 


GN „„ 


| But it's the mode, for Ladies to elope, 


From pretty Kitty, down WW W—W—W·’⁊ ͤ bc 


Vet if a huſband's either lame, or brown, 5 
Are you to kiſs with all the Fops in Town ? 

Oh! Virtue come, thou jewel ol the Fair, 

Tis Virtue only makes a happy pair; ; 

A handſome Woman is a joy, agreed, 

A virtuous Woman is a bliſs indeed. 

Ox either hand a thouſand forms appear” d, | 
To Virtue, Beauty, Luft and Folly rear d; | | 
Here old amours thought buried with their 185 | 

Riſe true from noble, or ignoble graves : : | 
High above all the fatal youth I view'd, \ 
Who every female, not himſelf ſubdu'd; b 
Th' unhappy Umpire of a tender cauſe, 
Founder of Grecian, and the Troj an woes g 

Whom Venus lov'd, altho he ruin'd Troy, 

And for adult'ry canoniz'd the Boy. | ; 
Such were the favours of the Cyprian F air, | : | 
And now the mode of pure St. James's s air: 4 
*;aensb 1 | . Paris. ah + 55 1 EY 3 
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8 Or why ſhould wanton G * riſe in fame, AA 
. A maid of honour dubb d for deeds of dame? Nie mor 


| Th „ why applaud his Grace's virtuous! d 18 8 31 
F ; | p - Becauſe his goodneſs keeps'another's MM | 

4 BE - ; : ; Bluſh grandeur bluſh at ſuch adul'trous der 
4 And act the god - like part when Virtue bleecls. 


N 5 bn Not rear to Infamy the marble Buſt, 
3 5 FEY Or with libations quench the Harlot' J Luſt: euer . 
| ; 8 Bluſh grandeur bluſh! on your inceſtuous beds, 8 
: 1 3 ve wicked Stars hide omg bake 3333 
_ „ droll; was s miſs Europa | in > lee coll. 
e 'O! what a Gothic taſte | a God, Aa Bull: | 
on | Between her thighs the Beaſt declares ki price, © | . 
i And ſhe in rapture hugs his hairy fide : ; ns WON.” 
. Thus rav d a Brother, when a noble Lord 
ö 1 A Hunter ſtole, and gallop d her abroad: | 
i . be: The beſt bred F illy ever preſt a 'courle, © 
, ; . g 95 Steel to the bottom, run n againſt a-horſe : 
1 . - FM man knows better how to break, 6 or bit, 
Þ a 5 N 55 And ſeven to two, he backs the pretty y Tit: 5 
| Go: = SUS +. oO damme 


O! damme, bottom, bottom ho indeed, 
He knows 4 Wag, to croſs,” 
Pray in a Pembrook * have you Ken her rides, 
Champing the bit in all Equeſtrian pride: gil 


A ſweeter creature never wagg 'd a tail, 

And puſh her Martinz bang me if ſhe fail. 

If e er my Lord ſhould fell” the little Mare, 
Tu try for Pegaſus to get an heir. 8 Ry 
His Grace, or Shaftow, BETH walk, or trot em, 
We have it hollow, Boy, the Fill y's bottom. 


Hz zz gathering flowers ſtood fiveet Sicilia s * 
Herſelf the ſweeteſt, pluck'd by gloomy Dis ; 
80 Fanny fell, whoſe charms e en worlds adore, 
Surpaſſing Nature, and the Flowers ſhe bore; 
I wiſh the Angel had not ſuch a rod, 

A man fo very near the deviliſh god: 1 


Pluto one day may eaſe her of her Bad. 
And Angels place her in a calm abode. 
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* Name of a W . Pluto ravſh' Proferine in the garden of Enna; 


mY 
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Trurznrs Sem'le next receives the eee. . | 
And in extatic joys beneath expires: 
the Men may aur their Kell, 
But Women now, are in hard to kill: 


The times are change d- 


J 


Men have expir 'd in the connubial deed, 


But, puppy like, the Ladies ſuck and feed, 


Nx xx fſighd Narciſſus to himſelf a faves % VOL 
And pretty Echo pining in a Cave. Oo” 902792 r 
God knows we've plenty ſigh, and plenty pine, 
From hoary ninety, down to verdant nige; 
See dear Sir Jeſſy for himſelf he, 
And prettier Biddy faints with Arange deſires ; 5, 5 
There old Sir Fumble toys a long, long hour, 


And Betty ſwears—it $ out of Woman's NEF; 3 


* * 
1209 I 


Tbeſe things are common in this dirty Town. 
From Mother Goadbey up to Mrs. Brown. 
Scandal with all's a very favourite diſh, 


From Maids of honour, up to Charlotte Fiſh; 


RE Sony Ins mee 
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On ſuch a trifle, why ſhould much be dad? 


8 She ooly nook a gentleman to bed; * „„ 
| AAA ＋ 15 | 2 So Ie” 8 | And 


en) 
And every day the Quality de more, 


Making her tender one a Bakers ſcore : 
Few Echos pine, they hardly wait to hope, 
For if Pappa denies 


=© Egad clope ;” 

It's in the City now ſo plain a truth, 

You'll hardly ſee a Footman that's a youth, 
Many not quite ſo nice the Coachmen take, 

And love to ſmack the whip for driving ſake : 

| Scotland, and Scots are all poor England's care, 


Her Men they caſtrate, and debauch her Fair: 


But how could Ovid tell ſuch monſtrous lies, 
How a ſtout youth rejected Echo's ſighs | 

Such filly ſtuff might do in times of yore, 
But baulk a City Miſs—*<* She turns a Whore : „ 
Nothing perſuades me that the Tale is right, 
But ſtill the Huzzy holds her ſex's ſpite: 

Say what you will, and let the Gypſy hear, 


Like an old maid ſhe tells it far and near. 


-. xs R = ſmooth Alpheus thro' a ſecret ſluice 
Sub * terra ſteals, to kiſs his Aretheuſe po 


9 
* r 2 th. "I . 1 
* 8 — 
- 
. 


GC — 3 * — EY 
- r 


VUnder-ground. 


( 127) 
And after various turns of adverſe woe, ö 22. had 
The thrilling ſtreams of Love united flow: e 5 
How phrenſy rages in the Poets themes, me | 


Comparing bliſs in Love to river's ſtreams ; 

Was that our caſe, what deluges would flow, 

And headlong bear us to-the Thames below : 

Say, who wou'd walk Pall-mall, or Drury-lane? L 
When doors and windows guſh'd like * of rain: 
The tide of Luſt was never very low, | 

The ebb is trifling to the conſtant flow: 

Our Ladies won't admit the ſecret plan, 

But where they like, in publick ſhow the Man 3 
Attend Vauxhall, the Glaſſes, or the Play, 
You'll find 0 Kelly hugg'd about like T ray; 

Why cloſe about what's trivial as a pin, 


To uſe what Nature gave, is ſure no {in Fr we 
Thus modern Matrons palliate modern ill, 1 
As DoRrs cheat them with a gilded Pill: 
Should they commit a ſin, (can Ladies ſin D 
They with their alms drive to the Magdalene: |: 
There with repenting few j join Sunday's pray'r, 
And go twice more to make the Parſon ſtare : 
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(73) 
80 when they think they ſin, they give,” or pray, 
As honeſt Mil Maids rub off % 0. hott 


Na x1 Erythibolus appear d in flames, 
Where blind Scloftris bo burnt adulterate 12 IV 


How many Dames would, burn to one blind Knight, 
Before chaſte Urine would reſtore his fight ? 

'Tis hard to ay, fo many you d deſtroy, 

Smithfield fie years mul blaze a 1 fer de j Joy * 


I don't approve. the trial of our wives, 


Fm. 
* 


That one man's ſight ſhould riſk a million” $ lives» 5 
But where J Sir John $ great right, I can't deviſe ? 
For, like old Argus, Merc” Ty. ſealed his eyes. 


HERE Cheop's + Daughter breathes once more in ſtone, 
And Luſt declares the Pyramid her Own. F 
A droll conceit, a monument to raiſe, : 


And may ſurpriſe in theſe more virtuous days; 


2 ah F 


-S — 
* 


* Seſoſtris the ſecond being blind, the oracle of Brutus declared, he would 
recover his ſight by uſing the Urine of a woman, who had known no man 
but her huſband—He tried his own, and many more to no effect; and laſtly, 
found the remedy in a gardener's wife, whom he made his Queen—burning 


the adultreſſes in Erythibolus. 
* Cheops, king of Egypt, had a Daughter, who requiring a ſtone of each 


gallant, with them built e Univ. Hil. FS 2. p. 73. 
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One ſtone ſhe tax d on every ſingle Cull, 
Moc rate enough, conſidering ſuch a Trull: ; 155 
But don't you think we ve Ladies now alive, 


T0 her one pyramid would build ye five? 


Whether St. James's-ſtreet, or Seathing-lane, 
I will not ſay It is not Lady 
Gueſs on my Friend ; perhaps you may come nigher, 


I ſay, ſhe'd build ten more, and ten times higher. 


Tazzt Capuan Virgins conquer with their charms, 


What Rome conſeſs d ſuperior to her arms : 


The Whores of Capua rais'd the Hero's tomb, 


A heavier blow than Cannæ prov'd to Rome. 


Is not our Garden + now a viler womb. 


Jo us, than damm d Seplaſia was to Rome: 


Bluſh Britons, bluſh, nor glory in 4 fame, 


That Virtue cannot tell, nor Honour name. 


——c. —_— _ 
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„Hannibal ſays, Valerius Maximus had now got ſach a reliſh for pleaſures, 
that he was more frequently ſeen in a. place of debauchery, call'd Seplaſia, 


than in the camp; a place, where it was a crime for a Roman to appear in. 
T Covent, IT0 59 > 


AND. 


(15) 

A N 5 laſtly, ſee! Apollodorus * brings 
A coarle matraſs, containing finer things : 
Like the lewd Monk in print, who ſeems to crack, 
Hot for the fair proviſion on his back ; 
At the device, ſee vigorous Cæſar ſtare 
And fo ſhould I——if brought me in a chair. 
Why ſo ſurpriz d, becauſe the Hero Intel d, 
Had he not buſs'd her “Lord, the Monſter's /tee/'d / 
Yes, doubtleſs, ſtee'd—but ſtill he ſhow'd a heart, 
As ſoft, as Clopatrs' $ ſofteſt part : fg 


could fleſh, could blood withſtand, 
Dear Cleopatra, and her dearer hand: 


Pagans reflect 


This whirling egg our world forgot to move, 


Nature ſtood tlent——fwallow'd up in Love: 


More eyes by Myriads on the Beauty wait, 

Than when the fools of Venice jolt in ſtate: _ 
What modern Lord could ward the darts the kurl'd; 
To conquer him, who conquer d all the world. 


"— — * — 


— 
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* Apollodorus bore Cleopatra on his back through the ſtreets of Alexan- 
dria, folded in a matraſs, and laid the beautiful burden at Cæſar's feet—— The 
Roman Hero, out of true military compaſſion, took care of her all night. 


BENEATH 
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Bex NRATH this Queen, and exquiſitely done, 


Lay poor Actæon, by his Hounds out-run 55 

Was naked Dian now to try the force 

Of Peauty's charms, upon New-Market-Oourſe ; ; 

What pretty tricks amongſt the Great ſhed play, 

my Lord to Tray; 

One hundred Squires, would make one hundred hounds, 


— — 


HT | Change to a horſe his Grace- 


And Shaftow i in a Stag, might maze the grounds; 
NR F i good fat Counteſs too might prove a Mare, 
} | And Black and all Black Cover for an Heir : 3 


Sir James might ſhine a Stallion on the Courſe, 
i And prove the pleaſures of a leaping Horſe : 
1 I dare not ſay, the things that would be done, 
| 1 3 In earneſt many—and a few in fun. 

4 Aazon' s caſe, was like St. Abb s fate, 


} | Hounds, Dice, and Women, got his whole Eſtate. 


4 N * 


| 18 HERE Sappho ſings, who living ſung | in vain, 
13 | To bind th affections of the Leſbian Swain. 
1 This is not Cattlee's caſe—tho' Tower-hill rung 


With Newgate's ditties, from her liſping tongue 
Ng | ES = 46:37 ers 
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' Her voice prevail'd, and pierc'd Sir Francis“ ears, 

And now alike kills Citizens and'Peers'; 107 1 oe 
Fortune's a Whore—and tho the Brimſtone's blind, 

Yet ſhoeleſs Merit has known Fortune kind 

So as you've ſeen the ſoft melodious Lark, 

She left the ground to charm-a-erowded Park; 


You've heard her ſing, perhaps you've ſeen her walk; 
But have you heard the pretty Angel talk? 
Lord how ſhe talks1 her words are fair as milk, 
And when ſhie moves; its on the wings of ſilk. 
But why ſuch trappings \ when Je take the air? 
Is it, good Sir, to make the vulgar ſtare? 


Or ſhow a gaping world your, bappy choice, 


A judge of Muſic, or ber power of Voice . 
Try Cattlee, try, to humanize Sir Bill ly ; 
And tell this venal Age—you' re not ſo lilly. 
Aſter this dull inſipid ſtorm of duſt, 

I'll rear my Cattlee near to Sappho' s buſt ; ; 
But if like Phaon he ſhould prove a rake, 
Venus will never canonize Sir B. 

One thing you muſt forgive, my pretty wake, 


Brent's virgin voice muſt have a prior right : 


F =o 


(6180 


For had ſhe ſung where Echo ſung in vain, 


She muſt have won the frozen Theſpian Swain 


She breathes tho mortal an angelick voice, 


But ceaſe to wonder=- 


She's Apollos choice: 

Four leſs in ſong her ſnowy train muſt bear, 
who's the fourth? P“. 
They can't be Graces—for alas! they re four, 


Scot, Young, and Vincent 


And to be  Muſes—we require five „„ 
They re leſs, and ſtill they're more, III dan ices it, 
The fool who. doubts it let him aſk their Poet. 


HERE panting Ceph'lus o begs ooot Aue aid, 
And curious Procris bleeds beneath the ſhade: |: 5 
A pretty moral to the city Dames, CW TO 
Who ape being jealous to indulge their Raine: 5 
Perſuade their huſbands it's their wonderous Love ; : 
Inlle believes. Don t cry? come * ifs 1 my Dove * 
The better bred, have better ways by far, 


My Lady Betty weds a brilliant Star: 
But that's for Rank they hardly ſpeak for life, 
It is ones {he's call'd "9 Lady Strife * . 
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(19) 5 
My Lord comes down, my Lady ſaunters up, 

He calls for dinner, ſhe deſires to ſup; 

To White's he hobbles, and ſhe ſwings to prayers, 
He ſnores with Fiſher——and John gets his heirs : 
Thus live the very Gay, and very Great, 


The happieſt Mortals in the marriage ſtate : 
There's no deception, all's above the board, 
He hates my Lady—and ſhe bates my Lord : 
If they ſhould meet by certain it's by chance, 


At Drum, Ring, Rout, Court, Concert, Play, or Dance; 


« My Lord, your Lordſhip, here's a charming Sun * 


« Madam, your Lady ſhip—Ab | Charles, ub won ® . 


No jealous cares corrode the noble's breaſt, 
Where cer the magnet draws they ſleep the beſt. 
But City Wives deceive with jealous flames, 

And cram the Bagnio's under borrow'd names : 
In every child fine features like the Dad, 

Fho' the real Father was a Brewers Lad: 

No wade Cits are brawney without brains, 
When the dull compoſition s made from grains. 
Ladies fuppoſe, we breathe tlie morning air, 
To hunt the Squirrel, or to run the Hare? 
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; ( 20 ) 


Why thould ye grieve, or pray why ſhould * ſtir? 


5 


The curious woman muſt for ever err: 
*T was that gave Procris an untimely al, 
Damn d curioſity deſtoys ye all. 


If inclination leads to drop the ſtrife, 


* . 
a % 


You muſt im prove from «© Coleman's jealous Wife.” 


He AE : chaſter Caunus *, tender of his fame; 


1 - 


His Siſter flies for an n Ng flame. 


It ſhocks my ſoul—yet, oft theſe things have been, 

And are, oh! horror, daily to be ſeen: : 19 

It gives me ſtrange unnatural alarms, _ F 
When Brothers hang upon a Siſter's charms : 
I love my Siſter, as I love my blood, 

I love her ſtrictly—as a Brother ſhow d: 


Shun, Brothers, ſhun, the foul inceſtuous flame! 


Curſt let him be, who wounds a Siſter's fame. 


Wu x ſweet Ophelia breathes the morning air, 


The ſullen wrinkle quits the brow of care: 


** 2 4 a. ti. tt. ih. F CO” _ "RY r 8 as i — 
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* Byblis falls in love with her Brother Caunus, which he avoids by flight, 
and ſhe hangs herſelf, 


L Lo 
* w 


In 


2 "OY 
. a8): „„ 
Th love; as manners rude the Mob muſt ſee M fo5ct 
And mealy Bakers preſſing nur i the peer: 4: tn dt 1 
The Play or park are free for me as Burk, "LN 
Or how date Blackſinlths ſhove: a Duke N Vork * wy : 
"Tis hondſticaſe Peculiar LIEN Ines N v0 ono on ode 
And on the glorious freedom, Edwatd ils | 
Edward, the happy darling of theſe days, 
| When mothers teach their babes to Up his praiſe." Nod. 
All love Ophelia—till her Brother's 8 ſeen” my 6 ow 2671 
To handle, dandle; you know what I mean. bil Xt 
'Tis Britiſh freedom checks the blackeſt crinies, alu 20 
And Wilkes's freedom purißes the times: : I. uod | | 
Noble exertion in a'cobie cable, e e = 26 2] oo 


* 
— | 
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Thou Pyramid of Wotth, 'gainſt Þoi real laws. i 
How eloquence in godlike Prat prevails, 

« T dare like him commit 4 Prince of HW, TA a 
The tongues of Britons are a8 free as air, ee 
In praiſe or cenſure of | her Court, or Fair: 

O! Caunus fly „ and fave Opbellizs fame, | 

Nor blaſt a fiſter with eternal ſhame : 0 
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| WE "th * ſo » nobly cam 40 the Delphic god. | 
| * Great was the ſcorn, a god too, did you ſay 2. hg 


1 Lord, what a tramp 'twould be to find another? 


? That would deny a handſome Man, a Lovex. 'F 


2 Baut duller folks feat every poet's. mad: i 4 
| Should Ch“ die, I hope ſhe'll be forgiven, * 
WEL, : If ofa Rape, ſhe'll furely goto Hearn: Nen 
| A thing of that kind—if the Man was raſh, 
3 Might kill indeed, the tenden ſmall mis. 
Poor ſuch another tty fairy Queen... +: 
1 i Has never 20t7er'd o'er St. ames's Green : 
| | . 2h & Their pretty noſes now are Out of 3 Joint, 


* 


A TRE T 


1 | Such ins and out's, ſych various up's and down” 85 
1 Are grown quite modiſh in our country towns: 


8 2 7 — - 


We. Miſs turn d her tail upon © ah! lack- a· day 


= Tiis ſaid V*** twiſts his Lerdſbip's point: bal 


Bm What wild conceits that puppy. Ovid s,, 3 


aw 


— 


Fe): 


Kiſs, jig, or giggle, you are in WP) r 
| Theſe are thy triumphs, thy explaite, ah B. 
But why ſuch ſpite againſt theſe Ladies eke? 

Their greateſt bn Lm ſum g a painted check: 

If againſt them the gates ate ſhut o 

It is a crime below to paint and love ; 

Age may cure Love, but why aboliſh paint? 
What's half ſo friglitful a8 à pale fac'd Sun? ? bos 4 


I like to fee a handſome Corps in bed, a 
Bluſhing on thoſe who weep about the dead; 
Your {ſmaller fins, great alms, and Doctor Rock, 

May more, if not, the Magdalene, and Lock. 3 

| Fiſher may yet repent, tho" deep the taint, = 

| And little Davies die a little Saint ; . | 1 
If Lucy err d ſtill that's no reaſon, N 0 
Cooper muſt not t zeſorm before ſhe die: bi 

Tho' Mother Douglaſs fed on fe ſb all Lent, 3 

Let Foot and Whitfield made the Bawd ne 5 : ; 

I. mm not a Cit, in condemnation rank, 5 | f 

That Rice i i damn'd becauſe he robb'd their Bank: ; 4 
1 hope the very worſt may be forgiv' . N 1 ; 
And even MJ 1 —n too may go to heavn n; e ; .4 


7 20 5. i 
vet here are clic if a Woman can gels 8 10 8 f & 1 1 


— % 


* 


Forgive ſo base a wretch, why; ſuve the Man 


The greateſt merit is, tlie Son bath bore, | = L 55 58 
| Amongſt his 'Creditdrs,/ he bilkd his! here. pw 71218979 my 
Retir'd a while from Bailiff - Enot from ! Naingn 11 


And made an Av' wry of 4 houſe of e EP fad an nu n 


9 


At kh th inſolvent, act delle the ale 1 55 51 92h 1 
Like a poor crawling tortoiſe from his leo mo phil wt 


TG 


A youth te practiſe on Jo baſe a Plan, wllantt 0 T 


What muſt he prove, ye Devils, when a Nan? 
Should he ſend bread to Hunger in a cave, 
Honour muſt ſpurn the morſel that he gave: a 
Let him repent to eaſe a breaſt of care, — | 
And with theſe ale Siſters > ih in * act Ao 


NSAR virtuous Daphne, fat the Roman Maid, 
Philotis' x ſhe, in ly white array” d; ; 


6852 1 . 8 
eee leeren JAS, 5 
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A Maid gde at Rome, Who, when the State was l was given 5 
to the Fidenates, whom ſhe betray'd, when drunk, by a ſignal, for which 


lervice the Maid Servants were tg ad had e of the public d | 
1 nne 
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. (25) 
Like to the morh, when firſt her bluſhing face,. 
Sheds o'er the ploomy world her heavenly grace. udn 
What can't a Virgin do, in Beauty's bloom N e 
As much in England as ſhe did in Rme:- 


— 
— 


Only ſuppoſe the Maids in this great Town, | 

(For great, or mall, they'll bring a Cæſur down) 

Should France attack us in voluptuous eaſe, 

| Like Men they could but act and boreb & Peace. 
They muſt fucceed on this unconquer'd plan z 
Tell me the Maid, that catr not beat her Man ? 
Many there are IL know will vanquiſh ten, | 
1s not that monſtrous odds againſt the Men ? 

Sampſon was moral ſtrong z yes, ſo I've read, | 

But how much Nouter Delila in bed? © 

She was a Wile, or if you will a Whore, 

Allow her both, we've maids would beat a ſcore. 

That s needleſs, friend, for Wives are plaguey wt 


—» 


At leaſt Im ſure their Huſbands groul * 
8 but our kinds are various as. our meat, 
Try from Whitechapel-Barz—to Audley-Strect : 'F | 
Maids you'll meet myriads but the virgin rare, 
Ne leſs at e in Rag- Fair: 


II 


« 26 ) 
nt from their parts ſuch ſtreams of 1 guſh, 
Grant public portions to the Well, and Buſh: 
Is there a Mlip-ſhod Dotard lives this day, 45 1 6 5005+ 
That does not kneel, more times to whore, than ph 
Then what's the good man's adoration; ent fo 
Beauty—and will be to the world long end: þ © "404 
Beauty in all has rul! d this whirling egg - ant ius 
By ſhape,. face, tongue, et cætera, ot . 3 H 92 
And will command, when theſe chaſte lines are gane, | 
And their chaſte Poet dead without a ſtone.-. 
Come, ſacred ſleep,. and happily: profound, 2 2121 
When no Scotch Thiſtle dare profane the ground... 


Thrice happy, thought—thou' Il fold more happy HY . 


Him, who curſt SCOTLAND: with his dying-breath;- | 


Oo 


I can love Scotſmen—when they're good, [4 FURY "gw 
But why Scots love a Scot—when known, a Raue? 
There muſt be ſome damn d curſe. upon the Crew. 
For Heaven mark d ye, "when ſhe black'd * 1 Y 

You'll call me bitten. yes, Lam: as gall, 


Hin TUO Ju 


Whene er 1 meet a Scot. without a Sau. NT mod 


* 
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Yes, ſpecial - og I've Hard the Cobler rear, Fa in 
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N | OT) oe. (97) 
O wretched times, when ſack a wretched Crew, 
Fills ev'ry place from Wapping—down to Ke CW 
Hold no, I'll ſpeak my mind tho Hell's wide jaws 


10 Should gape, it is my King and Country's cauſe ; j 
Why flinch, why fear? I'm honeſt Engliſh born, 


4] neither dread the Mon, his leer, or ſcorn : 


Hope better times, for ſure they can't be worſe, 
And on her bitter foes, I breathe my bitter curſe. 


Wo don't adore the virtue of that Wife 
Who dard to ſpare an bono d huſband's life? 
And who dont ſhudder for that Royal Lord ? 
Preſented with a parchment, or a ſword : A 

A curſed choice 
He thought a Siſter to the Saints in Heay'n eb 


and by the Woman giv'n, 


Prieſts caus d the Crocodile to murder here, 

Bluſh holy Rogues |—bluſh Queen, thou Ruſs, thou Bear ! 
Run o'er the "Hiſt ries of the Rates of yore, 

And all have moulder'd in the Prieſt, and Whore: 


Strange faſcination |. 


- (that the gown, and 6 


Should _—_— mt a more 2 2k foul : 
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rd Hybermnefirs fav'd her huſband. Lynceus, 27 her era Siſters 
| murdered theirs by Agreement. 
| W T hanks 
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T hanks to our ſtars we take our prayers in eaſe, 
We hear the Parſon; and we pay his fees: 5 17! 

They learn at preſent Peace in every * 
And like the City fools addreſs by rule: 
In body fat, in form; and manners rol, Nr 
Prolix in words, and technically dull; | 
That they're but men, we always knew before, Ded l 
And if e re never el me alk no more. 


STANT DI N G alone, wa exquiſitely "5 

Virtue in youth, bluſh'd innocently bie, 5 8 7 : > bo 
Damocles , he, who bore a ſpotleſs 1 Z 
Who nobly periſh” d, to preſerve his fame. 

Ol! would a ſpark of thy dear fame 1 revive 1 
In this vile City where ſuch ſeoundrels thrive : 8. 

Where man with | man, 0¹ monſtrous to wh, | 
Baſely debaſe themſelves thro loft, or geld: J 
And when condemmn' d to die dare name the Lord, 


Will ſave theſe Villains from their right—a e chord: þ 
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„An inſtance of the greateſt ke iner. 3 a beautiful 


Athenian youth, was purſued by Demetrius —the latter ſurprifing him naked 


m à private Bath, the youth thre off the cover of the Chauldron where the 
Water WAS es r. di N. 299-4 Vas tanze. Univ. Hit Vol. 6. p. 529. 
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(299) 
Does not this truth too «dp wound the ear? 
Thieves bang d at Tyburn Sons of e en 
| Bluſh, Juſtice bluſh, nor let a purſe prevail, 
If men of rank diſgrace a Britiſh Jail: 
The man who aſks five guineas on . 
Does he offend mankind ſo much, or God? 
Think you Paul Lewis * had ſo baſe a vice? 
Tho' dying juſtly with a Whore and Rice. 
Ol venal age—when men are not afraid, 
By breeches buckles to declare their trade: 
| Feeding to day, Cameleon like, on air, 
To-morrow ſhining like a Miſer's heir: 
Behold een virtue in a common whore 
Expiring, ſmiling, glorying in her gore 
Peace injur d ſhade |——thy bleeding wounds I'll tell, 
Nor ſpare that wretch, that wou'd not ſpare Miſs Bell. 
Haunt him dear Ghoſt in the remoteſt climes, 
I'll rack him living with unnatural crimes : | 


Thou more than beaſt—ſo foul a deed to dare, 


And when deny'd—to wound a form ſo Fair, 


** 


2 


Hang ' d for a robbery, with a woman for the ſame, and Rice for forge- 


Eo onto hire 


ry, in 1763. 


(39) 
Where rofe that trivial meteor of a Spark 2 J 
'F hat flecting phantom of a noon-day Park? eons FF 
Where roſe, where lives, this dainty fe drawn ing 4 

| This ſtrutting nothing on the cob-web wing? 


This mighty pretty form in boots, or hoſe? 11 1 | 

This form diſtinguiſh' d by the length of noſe? Mi 
Where ſprung, where feeds this inſect of a day 2 

Is he a moving miſtery neee 

Or does he pray ſubſiſt ? Huſh, do not name; 
—On the excrefcence-of ſome courtly Dame ? | 


or does he ?—no, enough; pray hold your tongue 7 
4 He is a man of faſhion, and he e 
Better and better ſtil — ſuppoſe we try ? 


Will he at Haddock's—a Damocles die? 
Why burn ? that cannot anſwer any-end, 


No, no—unleſs to try his virtue Friend: 

Pſhaw, a romantic joke, a mad defire, 

T o try the virtue of a man in fire; 

But then, if virtuous, is he to forvive?-/ a noir uot Þ 
Yes, with the Gods above he' II ſurely live. | | 
If Rogues will try for that precarious boon, 


Fic en und you will ſcald them all in 8 


HERE 


It is a thouſand pities Fielding s blind, 


4 


: _ 4 { 
7. 1 . 
: "0 L 
* - - 


HERE Atalanta ſhow'd her pretty face, 


Undone like many Girls at Epſom race; 


Ye Bow-Street Hags, why proſtitute the cha rms, 
Of injur'd beauty, in a Gambler's arms ? 

A ſett of curſed thieves, and more than Jew, 
Who'll bilk a needy Harlot of her due; 


Ve Youths, who glory in the name of Rake, 
Avoid a Gambler as you wau'd a Snake; 


In words they're temping as the ſummer ſeas, 
And all their ſtudies are the arts to pleaſe ; 
They'll ſtile you Colonel, Captain, Squire, or Lord, 


But doubt their honour and they wear a Sword : 


Have you not ſeen a wanton, giddy fly, 

Catch' d a as he careleſs paſs d the cobweb by, 
Flutter i in vain his little jetty wings, 

And fall a martyr to the ſpider s ſlings N Ul jos 2 
Whores fnay have-honout, but a Gambler can't, 


They re thieves in chariots, and they're thicves i in want: 


= 


Or elſe ſuch peſts could never marr e 


In Ruſſel-Street, theres held a curſed Court, 
W here theſe card Cannibals in herds reſort: 700 


632 » 0 

Where Templers garde; for: more than they. can ey. f 
And w. ;/ely ſink like Ghoſts at dawn of da: 
The City Fool here ſtruts to ſhow his ee E NH oY 
Loſes one hundred and he's ſent abroad: 1 

—_ The flaſhy Heir, perhaps more hot than wiſe, BY 131 
Wo 1 Fights with a Scoundrel, and a Seouridrel dies. lid Kody 
L * # | Tus Atalanta, fair deluded Maid, a eb enz 57 


By gold was tempted, and by Man werds $dmpO a bio 
Gold changes natures, makes the Black a White, 

8 Tune Coward brave; foul, fair; and error rigit:: 
It will do ev'ry thing in theſe poor dapsyoD voy olift IH CT 

But make a Churchill give a Scotſman _ 15117 2d wy 
No, that it cannot do, give what you will, . * 

Tho Audley Aretr ſhould march to Shuter s-hill : | 

Curſe on the power of ny ©: 1 


Great is the curſe 


for I have curs d all Knaves z |... 
What havock does it make is this huge town, 


' „ raiſes Rogues, and tumbles Merit down; 
Thouſands it ruins, and as many makes, Deen . K 81 11 
1 Filth drives his coach, and Wotley cleans chi _ 
2 1 For debts at Play, my Lady pawns her plate, 
= Mew. o-Market Dae. diflarey Lao cle 


SS ©. 
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And let me joltle with the Rogues that ride: 


(33) 
1 0-day Change-Alley makes an hundred Jews, 
To- morrow Moſes cleaneth Aron s ſhoes : : 
T t himſelf has made an awful ſtop, 
The books examin d W * diſplays ki {hop : 
So men in trade like boys on planks appear, 


One on the ground, the other high in air. 


A Woman #* once refus'd great Jove's addrefs, 
Yet, in a ſhower of gold he gain'd acceſs : 
Well, ſo he might—and I with wings the ſame, 


Would reach a beauty of the greateſt fame : 
Had I the purſe of Clive, I'd try the ſcheme, 
And kiſs from Plymouth, down to Aberdeen. 


b; Money, alas ! will purchaſe e Charts, 


Or how could Le defile their arms? 


Tis very rare, yet ſome there are reſiſt; 


And nobly pay to be more nobly kiſt: 


7 Happy 's the man on whom ſuch favours fall, 


And if ſhe's handſome, it 1s more than all. 
Deſcend, O gold | and in a heavy {hower, 

And let me try thy more than mighty power! 
Walking, farewel ; proud chariot roll my pride ; . 
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My creſt a Thiftle—{who with ſcorn dare treat hs (n 


es ſupporters, and the Motto Eat i em 0 T 
Bett at New-Market- —and at Arthur's playe i 
And drive Oer ev ry Villain i in my wan: | [> 
A Knight I muſt be not without a Pot, 92x13 of 5711 05 
Treat Whigs with Claret—and'the King my toaſt. 
For ſuch a Plate, what Jockey will not ſtart ? x 
In hope of gaining Lady W**'s hearrt. 
THESE, and a thouſand more appear 'din ſtone, | | 2 
Themfclyes forgotten, | and their deaths unknown : A a | 7 
Many perhaps expir 'd thro luſt, or ſhame, n 55 2 
And ſome when dead to bear a tinkling 1 name : 
Romantick Lovers crowd the outward wall, | | 2 
Doubtleſs undone by love and folly all: e 
Thouſands above to madneſs near allied, | 
Liv'd in Romance, and i in a duel died : g : | 4 
Numbers unfiniſh'd ad the nether place, "es . 15 1 
Of various Kingdoms, but of modern Race; 
And might we judge too from the mighty ſtore, | 
Our fools | in love, 4788 the fools of yore. | 
CE. / . ooo > i 
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